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VOCAL AND INSTRUMENTAL 
WEDNESDAY; Aprit ad, 11. 


MUSIC, 


ACT I. 


Overture. HAYDN. 


Song, Mr. NIELD. PAISIELLO, 


ENTRE ti laſcio, dh! figlia, 

In ſen mi trema il core; 

Ahi che enza amara ! 0 
dn nel mio dolore, 

Ie (nanie, ed 1] terror. 0 
Farto, tu piangi, oh Dio! 

Fi chieggo un ſol momento, 

& Dio! che fier tormento, 


Mb! mifi ſpezza il cor. 5 
Duetto, Violin and Violoncello, 
Meſſrs. Brooks and Herſchell. 


BROOKS, 
Scena, Madame Mara. Anfoſſt, 
bd RECITATIVO, 
amor mio queſt atto illuſtre 
1 jo ed ala gloria mia; 7 
Roma in trionfo non mi vedra 


Jeceppi altrui lo ſcorno 

Vk non ſono a tollerar. 

ace non ti ſmarrir nel mio deſtino; 
ri coſtanza a te Veſempio mio, 

$7 riſk in Liberta fin ora 

In Liberta voglio morire ancora. 


RONDO. 
Na temer fra pochi iſtanti, 
Kol mio ſaro con te. 
Aintero fra l ombre amanti 
landor della mia fe. 
pur tiranno, io moro, 

I diſprezzo iſdegni tuoi. 
A maffanna, o mio teſoro, 
Ami morte il tuo martir. 

Al! finiſca con la vita 
A penoſo accerbo ſtato, 
lnoggetto ſventurato, 
Mk calma ha nel morir. 


Concerto Flute, Mr. As UE. 
. . . ̃ —— —— 


ACT II. 


lt Favourite Concertante. Neyel. 
Mg, Madame Mara. Nafolint. 


Mtante le pene, 

prova 1] mio core, 
& un ombra di bene, 
a poſſo ſperar. 
0 perſo il conſorte, 
Acor perdo il figlio, 

le la morte 

duo eonſolar. 


ucerto Violin, Maſter TAYLOR. 
- GIORNOVICCHI. 
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Song, Mr. NIn Lp. 


OF T' on a plat of riſing ground, 

I hear the far-off curfew ſound, 

Over ſome wide-water'd ſhore, 

8 low with ſullen roar: 

Or, if the air will not permit, 

Some ſtill removed place will fit, 

Where glowing embers, through the room, 
Teach light to counterfeit a gloom. 


HANDEL. 


Song, Madame Mara. PURCELL. 


MAD BESS, 


FROM ſilent ſhades and the Eliſyan groves, 
Where fad departed ſpirits mourn their loves; 
From cryſtal ſtreams, and from that country where 
Jove crowns the fields with flow'rs all the year, 
Poor ſenſeleſs Beſs, cloth'd in her rags, and ſolely, 
Is come to cure her love-fick melancholy. 


Bright Cynthia kept her revels late, 

While Mab the Fairy Queen did dance; 
And Oberon did ſit in ſtate, | 

When Mars at Venus ran his lance, 


In yonder cowlliplies my dear, 
Entomb'd in ſiquid gems of dew; 

Each day I'll water it with a tear, 
Its fading bloſſom to renew. 


For ſince my love is dead, and all my joys are gone, 
Poor Beſs for his ſake 
A garland will make, 
My mufick ſhall be a groan. 


I'll lay me down and die within ſome hollow tree, 
The rav'n and cat, 
The owl and bat, 
Shall warble forth my elegy. 


Did you not ſee my love as he paſs'd by you ? 

His two flaming eyes, if he comes nigh you, 

They will ſcorch up your hearts; Ladies beware ye, 
Leſt he ſhoilld dart a glance that may enſnare ye. 


Hark! hark! I hear old Charon bawl, 
His boat he will no longer ſtay; 
And Furies laſh the ir whips, and call 
Come, come away. 


Poor Beſs will return to the place whence ſhe came, 
Since the world is ſo mad the can hope tor no cure; 

For Love 's grown a bubble, a ſhadow, a name, 
Which fools do admire, and wiſe men endure, 


Cold and hungry am I grown, 
Ambroſia will I feed upon; 
Drink nectar ſtill and ſing, 
Who is content 
Does all ſorrow prevent; 
And Beſs in her ſtraw, 
Whilſt free from the law, 
In her thoughts is as great as a Ning. 


FULL PIECE. Hans. 
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TO BEGIN AT HALT PAST SEVEN Q'CLOGE, 
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